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Space Oddity 


Night had long since fallen and stars were brushed across the clear sky. The forests around the mountain 
were alive with the creatures of the night, all of them hunting or mating. On occasion, a coyote would howl, 


the sound echoing around the sparsely populated hillsides. 


The air was cool, whisking away the heat of the day. The air within the observatory was even cooler, its 
occupant for the night not being a fan of stuffy work places. With the groan of a motor loud inside the domed 
building, the doors that hid the telescope from the world began to slowly open. 


He could have been anything. A carpenter, a professional driver, even a rock star. But his dreams of rock 
superstardom had fallen by the wayside, taken and dashed to the very universe that hung above him by the 
record labels and promoters. Realising that his place wasn't in the music world, the long haired, tattooed man 


had turned his attention from being a star to the heavens above. 


Heavy metal music blasted from a laptop as the man programmed in the desired co-ordinates. Once done, he 
hit "return" and grinned as the telescope began to move. His interests weren't in discovering new stars or 
tracking black holes. He wasn't curious about whether Pluto was a planet or not. No, his curiosities lay in a far 


more debatable question: Did life exist on other planets? And by "life", he meant everything from mere 


bacteria to lifeforms far more advanced than the human race. 


He didn't look like the average astronomer. With his long, dark hair falling over his large, dark eyes and tattoos 
winding around his arms, Dave looked more like the rock star he should have been rather than a professor of 
astrophysics. He was dressed in jeans that had once been black and a band shirt that had also seen better 
days. The Capricorn constellation was etched in ink on his right wrist. Rather than commute to and from 
nearby Los Angeles, Dave lived on site. Occasionally he went back to the city to visit friends and family or 
teach classes at UCLA, often returning to the observatory after just a few hours. City life was no longer for 
him. Drinking, partying and staying out all hours to jam with his friends no longer held any attraction. Instead, 
he sang along to his favourite songs and, when the mood took him, he'd play the drums he'd set up in his little 


cabin. 


He'd yet to discover anything of any significance. Instead, he'd found several rogue planets, ones that may once 
have been part of their own family of planets. All of them were under his watchful eye as he tried to 
ascertain whether or not they could support life. And, if they could, did anything live upon them. 


The observatory's resident cat, a big ginger tom named Ziggy, wound around his legs, obviously hoping for one 
of the treats that Dave always carried in his pockets. Smiling, Dave reached down and picked the cat up. 


Hooking him over one shoulder, Dave made his way across the room and to the telescope. 


That evening's weather report told him that he had around three hours of clear skies before a storm started 
rolling in. The thought of sitting on his little porch at 4am with a beer while listening to the rain made him 
smile. But first there was the niggling little thought that had bugged him since he was a child. 


Was there life beyond the Earth? 


Climbing into the seat beneath the giant telescope, Dave smiled as the music changed to something a little 
gentler. The cat slithered down into his lap and curled up into a tight ball of orange fur. As Dave gazed 
through the eyepiece, he began to softly sing along. 


"Ground Control to Major Tom, 
Commencing countdown, 

Engines on 

Check ignition, 

and may God's love be with you." 


